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Ballard. What would you, sirs?

Officer.                      Why, make one foul bird fast,

Though, the full flight be scattered : for their kind
Must prey not here again, nor here put on
The jay's loose feathers for the raven priest's
To mock the blear-eyed marksman: these plucked off
Shall show the nest that sent this fledgeling forth,
Hatched in the hottest holy nook of hell.

Battard I am a soldier.

Officer.                              Ay, the badge we know

Whose broidery signs the shoulders of the file
That Satan marks for Jesus.    Bind him fast:
Blue satin and slashed velvet and gold lace,
Methinks we have you, and the hat's band here
So seemly set with silver buttons, all
As here was down in order; by my faith,
A goodly ghostly friend to shrive a maid
As ever kissed for penance: pity 'tis
The hangman's hands must hallow him again
When this lay slough slips off, and twist one rope
For priest to swing with soldier.    Bring him hence.

[Exeunt